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“great adventures” which hundre

THEﬂrltofamiesofmlw articles by the author of “Over the

Top,” the best sclling book of the year. The remaining arti-
cles will tell Mr. Empey's experiences during his seventeen months
in the first line trenches of the British army in France, the thrilling

icans are about to pass through. The second article, to appear next
Sunday, will be “Horses for France.”

ds of thousands of young Amer-

EFORE 1 tell of my first real ad-
venture I will give a brief
resumo of my life.

1 was born in the 80s, closer
to the boitom than the top. When I
first opened my eyes I breathed the alr
of the “Rockles”™ To be exact, I was
born in Ogden, Utah, on the 1ith of
December, 18583. Aly roving started at
the early age of four. This was in
Cheyenne, Wyo. I used to play on the
front porch. My mother must have
suspected that T was of a roving na-
ture, becausa she took the precaution
to put a gate across the steps of the
porch with some kind of new-fangled
lock on it. which I was unable to ne-
gotiate.

I used to work for half an hour at a4
time tryving to get the gate open, but
without success; in fact, this got to be
2 habit with me until my father applied
the “slipper” several times. This made
me more cautious and I worked in se-
cret. Out in front of nur house were
the sand hills of Wyoming. These huad
a fascination for me and it was my
-reatest ambition to explore them.
me momentous morning the grocery
boy, who was a great friend of mine,
showed me how 1o work the lock. 1
was Tull of childigh glee, when, after
: faw attempts, J found it easy to get
out into the world beyond.

On the morning in questicn my moth-
er left me in charge of the hired girl
whii= she went shopping. It was wash
day. and my guardian did not have
much time to look afier me. She, not
belng in on the big secret, put me on
the front porch, thinking that I would
be safe. 1 “waited my chance, and as
soon 33 I heard the nolse of her scrub-
bing on the washboard in the kitchen
T avalled myself of the eopportunity of
xetting out. When I ot out into the
sand hillis it was great {un, and T kept
nlowing forward. After a while I got
very tired ard tried to retrace my
steps, but without suecess. knew I
was lost. Then 1 did what =zll kids

- would de under like circumstances. 1T
blubbered for iny mother. Preity soon
a cowbecy came zlons, toock compassion
on me, lifted me in front of him on his
saddle. and we rode into the town of
Cheyenne.

All the way he was trying to find out
my name, but all I could answer was
“Deyempy.” Of course. he could not
translate this into “Guy Emper.” He
carried me into a =zloon, filled with
cowboys, and sat me on a barrel and
the cowboys ecrowded around and
seemed to be greatly amused. I thor-
oughly enjoyed myseIf for a while, but
then began to how! for my mamma. 1
must have been a howling success, be-
cause even the cowboys could not stand
it. They gave me everythinz In the
=aloon to nlay with, but to no avail
My yelling continued.

*

My mother, upon returning home at
about 1 o'clock that afternoon, found
the girl frantic with fright. =aying
that ‘"1 had disappeared. My mother
turned in the zlarm and 2 general
search took place.

All I can remember is that my father,
with a frightened face, rushed into the
saloon and, seeing me, grabbed me in
Bis arms and kissed me. He then in
. triumph took me home. A great re-
ception was awaiting me, and all the
neighbors patted me on the back. I
was & great hero, pro tem. When the
naighbors left, out ecame that old
famillar “slipper.” When I saw the
slipper I experienced the same feeling
that 1 had later when on a trench raid
in France I was hung in he German
barbed wire. My father sipre had the
art of slipper application down to a
fine point, because I lost all interest in
roving for many moons.

From Cheyenne my family went to
Richmond, Va. At this place I went to
school and was brought up on Me-
Guffy’'s reader. This gave me n great
idea of§an Englishman. A1l I could see
*as# & blg grenadier in a red coat chop-
ping Americans into mincemeat.

From Virginia we migrated to Cana-
da. Two years later we left for New
York.

In New York 1 went through public
#chool, and twice just escaped being
expelled. I organized the boys of the
class into a gang, and we decided to
mutiny agalnst our teacher, a Miss
Hall, but the principal of the school,
Mr. , soon wiped out the mutiny
and gave me another chance to make
Zo0d. When I received my graduation
diploma I breathed a sigh of thanks-
giving.

From public school I went to Manual
Training High School. The most nota-
ble thing I did there was to make left
halfbac

on the foot ball team. My
gTeat was Richard Henry Dana,
who wrote “Two Years Before the

Mast.” 1 devoured this book several
times and then decided to run away
and make the same trip, and did so.
After a little less than a vear's ab-
sence I again returned to New York.
Once again I was the hero, minus the
“slipper.” After being worshiped for
about two weeks, I joined the 47th
Regiment of Brooklyn and soon becama
sergeant. The militia, In my eryes,
seemed tame, =0 I ran away and en-
iisted in the Navy. In two months I be-
came a third-class yeoman, having
passed the yecman course in the Brook-
Iyn pavy vard. Then I went to sea on
the “rookie” battleship Aissouri. We

nicknamed her the “Misery.” I was
lucky enough to be on her when she
rammed the Illineis and nearly foun-
dered her in (Guantanamo bay, Cuba.
After golng into drydock for two weeks
at Newport News, Va., we left for the
target range off Pensacola, in the Gulf
of Mexico.

On April 12, 1%04, while on target
practice, we had an explosion in thes
after turret, which killed thirty-four
men. 1 barely escaped with my life;
in fact, T was smashed up a little and
was sent to the Naval Hospital at
Portsmouth, Va.

My folks concluded that they had had
about enough of my foolishness and
got me out of the Navy., 1 was highly
incensed at this actlon, so enllsted in
the 15th TUnited States Cavalry, and
inside of a year was promoted to the
rank of squadron sergeant major.

I happened to be fairly good at rough
riding, or “monkey drill,” and was sent
with the second squadron to the James-
town exposition 1o give exzhibitions in
rough riding.

After three vears | was discharged
from the 12th Cavalry, and came home,
but soon enlisted in the 11th TUnited
States Cavalry, and did duty on the
Afexican border during the first trouble
in 1811. I was discharged at San An-
tonio, Tex., returned to New York and
went into business for myself. This
was a distinet failure. 1 could not set-
tle down, so 1 applied for a position
with a well known detective agency
amd after pounding *my heels "in the
ante-room for several weels, now and
then being given a “shadow case,” final-
iy had the luck to go before the “chief,”
anid with four other men was sent down
south on a “moonshine’” case. 1 got in
with a family of “moonshiners” and
liked them very well; in fact, I thought
s¢ much of them that when the time
came to show them up it sort of went
againgt the grain, and 1 couldn't do it.
It <edmned like stealing candy from a
Laby. Of course, this severed my con-
nection with the detective agency and 1
shed no tears.

I then zpplied for a position with the
XNew York Telephone Company. While
with them I joined the mounted scouts
of the 4th Regiment of New Jersey and
wentl through three mansuver camps.

*
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Upon the expifation of my term of
service, which was three years, I joined
the mounted scouts of the 71st Regi-
ment, New Ydrk.

Then the war broke out and T was
all eagerness to get into the fight. I
had been plaving at soldiering, and
here T was in the United States while
a real war was going on across the
water. What was I to do? I did not
like being neutral & litile bit, so just
b Juck I happened to get in with an
agent of the Irench government. At
this timie France was buying thousands
of horses in the United States and ship-
ping them to France for the French
army. Here was my chance at last.
My detective experience stood me in
good stead, and after a lot of maneu-
vering I finally landed a job to go over
¢n a horse ship to try and find out why
0 many horses were dying on the

& over. F

Shortly after my return from -this
trip the Lusitania was sunk, and, like
all -‘Americans, I was pretty sore and
walted for the TUnited States to get
busy.

I knew it was up to me to get over
“on my own.” I applied to the Brit-
ish consul, “camouflaging” as a Ca-
nadian, but it did not work. They
would not send me to Canada. I de-
cided to pay my own way.

One day I met an officer of the Ca-
nadian army and he told me that if I
did reach Canada I would have to stay
in a training ecamp for at least eix or
seven months before being sent over.
Thie did not suit me In the least. I was
no “"rookie”; in my opinion I was a
trained soldler.

I then decided to take matters inio
my own hands and go to England, and
shipped on the American line.

I arrived in_Londen about 10:49
one night. The Bext morning before 11
o'clock I was a private in his majesty’s
imperial army, a soldier of the king
Then I realized that I was at last up
against the real thing and all of my
pugnacity cozed out through my pores.
When you get out of civilian clothes
into uniform and close up to the fight
you do mot want to fight as much as
you dld before, and I felt very nervous.
This nervousness never left me during
my stay on the western front.

Over a year later I was so badly
wounded that I was discharged as=
“physically unfit for further war sery-
ice™ and came back to the old U. 8. A,

But to get to my first real adventure.

In public school No. 78 I had three
chums, Bill Meek, Jim Fleming and
Charlis Unger.

Bill was full of wild fdeas and
schemes. He had the “get-rich-quici”
manla. About every two weeks he
would ecall us aside and in a mysterious
and important manner carefully unfold
some daring scheme to get rich quick.
giving his personal guarantee that it
could not fail. At first we were very
enthusiastig over his schemes and want-
ed to go inwith both feet.” and would
caréfully work out the details of how
to proceed, when, bang! Blll would in-
troduce z2nother project absolutely dif-
ferent from the preceding one. When
we asked him what became of his wou-
derful proposition of two weeks ago
he blushingly teold us that unforeseen
cirecumstances which no one could pre-
vent had interfered. Then he would un-

roll another wild dream of fortune. And
s0 it went on; one scheme after an-
other vanishing in emoke, until we be-
came very skeptical. Personally, I had
no faith in any of Eill's daydreams,
but 1 admired, and perhaps envied. his
spirit of adventure; so at last I decided
that J would take a chance, success or
no BUCCess.

One night Bill came around to the
house with four tickets for a hlood and
thunder war play entitled “'Cuba’s
Vaw.” His brother was playing the vil-
lain. This play greatly impressed me;
in fact, from the first act to the last
the footlights were gushing blood, love
and adventure—and rotten acting. Bill'a
brother was awful.

Bill was a pretty good judge of human
nature.. He had taken us te this play to
get us worked up to a pitch of enthu-
siasm, and thus getting us in the proper
frame of mind, he could unroll his
lateat scheme,

*

That night, after the show. Le pro-
posed n trip to South America, which
iook eour breaths away., We wera to
run away and ship on a tramp steamer
for a passage of about nine months
With the money thus earned we ware to
equip ourselves and start out for Port
Limon. Costa Rica, and go into the cof-
Tee plantation business, Wao all fell for
this and teolk a solemn vow to stick.

The scheme especlally appealed to me
because here was my chance to follow
Dana in his “Two Years Before the
Mast."” The next day, after sleeping it
over, Charlie amd Jim decided that there
was more money in New York, and re-
Tused to go. 1 admit 1 had a sinking sen-
sation in the pit of my stomach when 1
viewed the proposition in the sunlight,
but 1 stuck. Then Bill and | made 2
tour of the docks in New York, trying to
find the ship we wanted. We fell in
with several “boarding masters.” These
men infest the water fronts of large cities
and are nothing but bloodsuckers preying
on sailors. One of these parasites took
us on hoard an old tramp steamer lyving
in Erie basln, called the Cushko. Here
we met the steward, a “lime juicer,”
John Reyal-Minns, with the emphasis on
the hyphen. The wonderful tale of ease.
luxury .and '‘getting pald for seeing the
world” stuff that the steward and the
boarding master unrolled before our eager
eves carried us into the seventh heaven
of expectation. This was 5 o'clock In the
afternpgon. The ship was to =ail at 3:16
the following morning, but they did not
tell us this.

The steward said that we were just the
two that he wantad, there being vacancies
on the sehip for second steward and secoml
cook. He suggested that we sleep on the
£hip that night. and then in the morning.
after sceing what it was like, we coulil
go home and decide whether we wanted
to ship or not. 1 demurred at this, be-
cause T had to go home first, so he gave
Bill and me permigsion to go, but said we
had to get back at midnight. We hurried
home snd on the sly I packed a grip with
my belongings.

That night I exploded a bombshell in
the family. After dessert had been
served, puffed up with importance, 1 de-
clared: “Well, I'm going to South
Amerfea."” A barraze of laughter rippled
around the table. This Zot me sore, and
1 shut up like a clam.

It was February, and very cold. About
7 o'clock that night a great storm came
up &nd the streets were soon covered
with sleety ice. T turned into bed with
iny clothes on. Bill was to notify me at
10 o'clock by throwing pebbles against
the window pane in my room. Every time
I looked out into the street and gaw that
howlirg blizzard, a pleture of a ship wal-
lowing in o trough of the sea comnstantly
came before my mind-and I shivered, and
my enthusiasm dropped to zero. [ could
not take my eves away from the clock.
It was an agony of intense writing, sim-
ilar to that when, later in the trenches.
1 kept looking at my Wwrist watch, walting
for 4 o'clock in the morning. when we
were to go “over the ton™” in a charge.
Oh, how 1 wished that Bill weuld change
his mind! ;

About five minutes to 10, crack! crack’
cama a coupla of wvebbles against the
window pane, rounding like the corack
of bullets on the wesiern front. With
my shoes in one hand and my grip in
the other, T softly tip-toed downstiairs.
put on my .shees and heavy overcoat and
cpened the front door. I was greeted b
a rush of wind, snow zand sleet. Bill
lonked like & snow man.

We plowed through the blizzard. got
on a trolley car and reached Erie Basin
at & quarter to 12, went up the gangplank

A=y
and reported to the steward

Tiwa ghip lonked like an ire nalace, Yon
could hear the creaking of winche= and

the straining of cablexs and could sen
dark forms sliding and hear cursing on
the slippery decks under the glow of
the cargo lights.

-
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The stewarnl greeted us very cordially

and T thought him the finest man I Lad
ever met. RBill was shipped as second
steward, and I got the billet of second
COOK.

My “glory hole” was aft on the izain
deck, while Bill slept amidships., 1 piled
into g little two-by-four bunk and was
soon fast asleep. I had a horrible
dream; a giant had me by the heels and
was swinging me around his head, try-
ing to dash my brains out against the
side of the ship.

[ awoke In terror. The “glory hole”
seemned to ba looping the loop, and 1
cuuld hear heavy thuds as Immense waves
broke against the slde of the ship, the
water hissing and rushing around the port
hole. Reaching for the electric button T
turned on the switch. An awful :
met mny eves. The deck of my room w
awagh. The grip and all my belongings,
which I had unpacked before turning in,
were swishing and wushing on the deck,
now in this ecorner. now in rhat. The
ship was rolling ilike a log in the trough
of the sea, I held uvn to the gides of mv
bunik in terror. A wave would smasi
against my door and water would |
in throngh the cracks. 1 felt dentlly sick
and I thought I was going to die. 1 w

experiencing myr first touch of seach
ness. i
About six bells in the morning (2

o'clock) the door opened, and there,
standing in the opening was . huge
Swede, encased In oilskins. The lcy blast
sent a cold shiver through me. [ won-
dered what he wanted, but dld not won-
der long.

‘'You bane get ten and toast on bridge
for mate, damn quick.” 1 was bewildered.
The door slammed and once again I was
alone. Fifteen minutes must have
passed when the door opened agaln and
in rushed the toughest-looking seaman
I have ever seen. He had only one eye.
Later on I found that he was our first
mate, ""One-eyed Gibson,” a “blue-noser”
from Nova Seotla, and a man whom it
wig not safe to trifle with. Without a
word he stepped into the glory hole,
grabbed my shoulder in a grip of steel,
and yanked me out of my bunk into the
icy water which was awash on the decl.
This was my first introduction to him.

“Get out o' that, you landlubber.
There’s mo fire in the galley, and

*LRGT.

want 1 teie o the bridge, and I want
it now, or 1"l put out your dead lights."

1 meekly answered, *Yes, sir,"”" and
started to put on my wet socks, Sesing
this action. he shoutail, “Never mind that
damned rigging. Get into the galley and
g*t that fire alight.”

My feet were blue with the cold and
my teeth w ittering. 1 timidly
asked, “Wher ve, mir?" With n
il I contempt hie gnswered, “We're
« o' Sandy Hock., bound south for
th Torn, anpd she's ol = blz zuns.”
Then he loft,

1 stepped vut of my = onto the
deck. Wae were dippin uppers, and

huge sPAs were 2 r the weather
#ide. One minute the after declt would
appear hle o steep hill in front of me,
amdd 2 horrible churning sound would
come froem the racing propeller.  Then
the deck would slant awny from me and
a loud chug! and a shiver through the
ship as tiwe propeller sank again into the
witer.

RBenumbed and wet from the iey spray,
1 managed to steer a course to the com-
panionway, =ml dragged myself to the

upner deck. A =allor was Iin the galley
and had started a flre. The ship was
rolling, pltching and lurching. In that
guliey it sounded like a bombardment.
Pots amd pans were rattling in  their
racks; « few of them had fallen out, and

were chasing each other nround the deck.
Cold and miserable, T crouched in the

corner, keeplng myself Jrom falling by
holding on to ike rail in front of tihe
Blove,

The suilor took compassion on me, and

mede the toast and tea. How he did it
s a marvel to me, but later on 1 be-
came very expert my |

Following the “life 1 * on the upper
deck, 1 at Lk Hidnaged  to reach the
Lirldege with 1 pot of ten and two slices
of toasted bread. The wWoere two men
zt the wheel. In the durkness | went up
tn them and zzked for the mata.  They
did 1 answer,  Just then | received a
resouding smack on the back which nade
1wy tecth rattle, and that dreaded gruff
voice of the andte reached ny  ears

Branch of Red Cross Organized to

RS. JOXES and her four chil-

dren, the oldest but ten, ara

facing a crisis. John, the old-

est, is struggling with his les-
sons and selling papers after school
-Mary, the next, ie falling behind in her
class because of constant headaches,
which mother's simple home remedies
fall to cure. Little Billy should be In
kindergarten, but with two childrgn to
keep dressed for school Billy has never
Leen able to attend. As for the baby,
Lie is down with the croup and refuses
‘1o Be content any place but in his
‘mother’s arms.

Then, there’s the mortgage on the
tiny home, maintained at such a cost of
strength and labor, shortly falllng due,
and ﬂl‘l Jones knows nothing of the
procedure of such legalities. In addi-
tion, her husband’'s hard-fought-for in-
wurance policy will expire unless quick-
1y nna]vrod. and there are no funds
e e

Ever close at hand s the constantly

cost of the barest necessities.
‘Coal is high, especlally when bought by
the bushel, and even soap, with which
td Xeap the Httle tots and the clothes
clean, goes up all the time, while the
ever Increasing prices for food bring
furrows to Mr=. Jones forehead. As she
goes doggedly about her task of keep-
fng the home together, she feels that
jife 18 indeed a serious problem and one
not easlly solved.

. =
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ier one cheering thought is that
thousands &f miles away in the uni-
form of an infantrymsn her husband
Is fighting behind the Stars and Stripea
for Rie Sountrr.
Of towrse “Alrs. Jones' 'is merely an

example, while the family may be
large or small and the husband in
any one of the wvarious branches of
I'necle Sam’s service. But the case is

ty pical of some thousands of =uch in-
atances which have arisen during tht
present war and have resulted in the

establishment of a far-reaching, com-
prehensive organization  which  will
undertake to keep intact the homes

of the men who have answered the
call to the colors. This new phase of
war work is being undertaken hy tho
American Fed Cross through its de-
partment of civilian relief and the re-
cently organized home service sectlon
of emch chapter.

When Uncle Sam began increasing
his fighting forces it was intended that
as far as possible no men would be
accepted with dependents who would
as a2 result be deprived of the necessi-
tles of life. And while that plan was
in the main suecessful, it {= neverthe-
less probable that with a military es-
tablishment numbering 1,500,000 there
may be 75,000 famlilies which will be
materially affected in thelir standards of
home nfe In consequence of the loss of
the man of the houss.

Under the direction of W. Frank Ier-
sons, director general of the depart-
ment of civilian relief of the American
Red Cross, this branch of Red Cross
work ia designed to safeguard the nor-
mal detvelopment of the families .in
health, in education, In employment
and in jdeals of self-help <ind gelf-re-
liance. The earnest and sympathetic
help of home service sect!ons through-
out the country will reach the famlilies
of men in all branches of the American
service—the Regular Army, the Na-
tional Guard, the National Army, sail-
ors, men of ‘the aviation corps, engi-
neers and men women attached to
hospital units as nurses, doctors, order-
lies and ambularce drivers, I: wiN
also reach families of soldiers of any

-
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of the allied forees living in this coun-
try, and with the faumilies of civilians
who have besn wounded or Killed as
the direct Tesult of war uctivities, as,
for example, “Ilullu.‘,ll 1l|r; torprdoing
rehantman by a sunbmarine,

orélhglf_mrk will be undertaken by the
$.000 Red Cross chapters throughout
the country, thro 1 the establishment
of homa Ser o sectiona of civilian re-
lief committees, the Jatter bheing a well
organized part of ew-ll chapter for sev-
eral years. vhe work of theac chapters
@ill be supervised by divizion dtrﬂl‘.‘:urs
of clyilinn relief, recenily appointed,
there baing one in each of the thirteen
Jted ross divieions in the United
SQiates. -Iln every ingtance the persons
rhosen as directors were appointed on
aceount eof special qualifications which
enable them to approach the work
from the standpoint of the experi-
enced and trained social service work-
er, instead of as well meaning but in-
experienced beginners. These divislon
directors are: =

New Englsnd division (Boston)—Mrs, Wil-
llam H. Lothrop, president of the American
Ansociation for Organizing Chlrﬂ.t{: Atlantic
diviston (New York)—Alexunder M. Wilson,
formerly of the medical depariment of the Tinl-
versity of vivania, and lu the depart-
ment of poblle charities in New York city;
Pennsylvania division (Philadelphia)—J. Byroa
Deacon, & leader among social workers in
Plttsburgh Tor the. past filve years, formerly
secretary of tha Jaciely for the Preventlon
of Tuberrulosls 1a%®Peunsylvania; Polomac di-
vislon (Weshiugton)—J. W. JMagruder, a
prominent member of the national conference of
soclal work; for teu years bemd of ome of
thn kn.dlu]w social  agenclea of Baltimors:
southern . divislop (Atlauta)—Joseph . Logan
of Atlanta, for the last fifteen yemrs a promi-

nent wsocial worker in that city and wtate;
£ visfon (New Orleans)—Emmet W,
ite. m Baltimore lawyer and member of
Maryland legislature; chalrman of the
clvillan relief commities of the Baltimore
Chapter of the el Uross:  Juke  divieivn
{Clotelnod) - mes 1. T, nf the g
Iacies -uf - wat Chamtinr g

Vesaueres, U

director of the

S o
'’

bus, Oidv, aud auw_chle'

ihin Stare Iashituie for Tublic Eflciencs; has
been widely actlye in the ceptral west as &N
organizer of commualty  smetivities: sonthwest-
ern division (31, Loalsi—Alfmad Fairbank. untll
of the board of ciildren’s

recently secretury

W. FRANK PERSONS,
Direcior generai, depariment of clvil-
2 fan rellef, Red Croas.

guardians, St. Louis, and a leader of pecial
progress in that clty and s'ate: mountain di-
vision (Denver)—Miesn Gerirnde Vaile, ome of
al execatives in pohlie charity  work
mited Statés, © and- recently© superin-
of public charities of Dewver, CuL;

ARTHIUR GUY

through the wind: YDamn you, ¥you
hell’'s spawn, keep away from the men
at the wheel or I'll throw you over the
side."” 5
I mumbled my apologles, and fol-
lowed the mate Into the charthouse.
He greedily drank the tea, and in about
four bites disposed of the pleces of
toast. The toast was soaked In salt
water and I inwardly wished that it
would poison him; in fact I prayed that
the ship would elnk with all on board.
Such 1s measickness.
*

T managed, somehow or other, to
make my way back to the galley, and
I met my “superior officer” for the
trip, the *cookie.” He was about five
feet nothing In height; a shriveled-up
Welshman about forty-five years old.

I.He reminded me of a mummy in the

EMPEY.

Museum of Natural History in Central
Park. If he had ever amiled I am sure
that his face would have cracked. It
sesmed  frozen into  one perpetuyal
scowl. He gave one look at me and
let out a howl.
.“Blast my deadlights, an' this ‘ere
(pointing to me) is what I'm to work
with on this bloomin' passage. 1I'm
lucky, I am, not 'arf, T ain't.” He looked
Hke some gorilla., The rolling of the
ship aifected him not in the least. He
stemed to syway amnd bend with every
movement of the ship.
The next two or three
horrible nightmare to me. How T lived
through them [ do not know. I had a
deadly fear of the cook. As soolhi as8
lie found out that I could not even boil
water without burning it, he started in
to make my life a misery. He had =2
habit of carrying a huge butcher knife
in his belt. Between meals he would
sit down on & bench and constantly feel
the edge, at the same time telllng me
what an expert he was at carving.
Later on I found that thers was a rea-
son for his ecarrying this knife. He
and the crew were at degger-points, he
never daring to go forward except in
cage of necessity, and then he was
careful always to carry his butcher
knife. Down In my heart I realized that
if the occasion should arlse he would
not be backward in demonstrating hia
art of carving on hls opponent. That
Welshman was no better cook than I
wag, and the crew soon became aware
of this fact, hence their hostility.

days were 2

The Cushko was o “lime-julcer,”
salling under the English flag. The
skipper was a *“lime-juicer,” the first

mate n “blue-noser,” the first englneer
a Scotchman, whlle the erew was com-
pompaosed of Spaniards, 1talians,
Squareheads, Finns, Swedes and Rus-
sians. The bos'n wes Irish, and a firm
believer in home rule. A worse gang of
cutthroats could hardly be conceived;
a niee, polite bunch they were. Believa
me, Bill and 1 had cur trouble=.

Bill ang I were the only two Ameri-

cans on board. The engineer's mess-
man was a Prussian, Karl Tatzner, by
name. I nicknamed him *Fritz” He
was only twenty years old, but was
clumsy, strong as= an ox, and about
six feet tall.

After weathering the gale, we at last
came into the gulf stream, and off the
coast of Florida it was warm and
pleasant,

I found that my dutiea were to Dpeel
spuds, wash pots and pans, and be 2
regular “fetch and carry” for the cook.
My office hours were from six bells In
the morning (3 o'clock) until four
bells at night (10 o'clock). I was
greasy and flithy at all times, havin
nothing but salt water to wash In, an
this would not cut the grease. Bill had
it much easier than I. I had murder in
my heart and vowed to “jump ship” at
the first port we put in to.
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After nine or ten days we camé
alongside at Castries, St. Lucia, Brit-
ish West Indles, to coal ship. At this
port the men belleved in woman suf-
frage. Long lines of half-naked black
women, with huge baskets of coal on
their heads, passed up the forward
gangplank, dumped thelr load of coal
into the open bunkers, and left the
ship by the after gangway. Before
leaving the ship the fourth engineer
gave each one a little brass check,
which later on she would turn in to
the coaling company for an English
penny. While the women were work-
ing, the men would sit around the dock
smoking cigareites.

The nativea at St. Lucia had a great
appetite for salt pork. I soon got wise
to this fact and traded about a half
a barrel of pork for limee, guava Jjelly,
bay rum and alllgator pears. If the
steward or cook had caught me I
would never be writing this story. The
women threw the pork into their dirty
coal baskets, and upon reaching the
dock gave it to their husbands or
sweethearts, who would immediately,
without washing it, devour it. They
spoke in a jibbering patols which I
could not understand. Some of them
could speak pretty good English. The
kids, \averaging from seven to fifteen
vears, were running around naked, or
diving off the dock for pennies which
we threw overboard.

About two hours befors sailing from
3t. Lucia, a little fellow about fifteen
vears of age came to the entrance of
the galley, and in fair English told
Bill and me a pathetic story of in-
human treatment which would have
melted hearts of stone. He wanted
us to stow him away on the ship. I
was agreeable, but Bill warned me
that this was a very grave offense
against the English board of trade
laws, the maximum penalty being
fourteen years' imprisonment. 1 did
not wish to incur this ‘risk, therefore.
would not listen to the entreaties of
the young negro, explaining to him
the penalty of the board of trade laws.
Upon hearing this, a cunning look,
which at the time did not appear eig-
nificant to me, came into his eyes, and
tie told me that if T would stow him
away, “see how easy it will be for
wou.” He would do all of my work,
and all I would have to do would be
to =it on the superstructure and let
my feet hang. 1 thought this was
worth risking fourteen years for, =0
fell in.with the plan, Bill objecting all
the time.

The ventilators had been unshipped
whila the coaling was going on, and
were Iying aft on the poop deck.
Watching our chance we a&neaked aft
and hid the little fellow in one of the
ventilators, warning him, upon pain of
death, not to make & sound until the
ship was well under way. To say that
I was nervous is putting it mildly.

*

We cleared St. Lucia and were soon
at sea, The islands of Martinigue, St.
Lucla and Barbados were tiny gray
dots on the horizon, when an Italian
sallor, Louis Maranto, went aft to ship
the ventilators. In a few minutes he
cams rtushing forward with terror In
his eyes. As he passed the galley I
stopped him and asked what was the
matter. All he could gasp out was
“Aary of God, a devil ees on da ship.”
“Ume-eyed Gibson,” seeing his terror,
went alt with him and soon we could
see him coming forward leading our
lirtle stowzway by the ear. The little
negro was howling blue murder, and
the curses of the mate snapped like
a wireless message. Luckily for me
the mate stopped at the galley and
sald, "Keep vour eye on this black
akunk until I can take him before the
‘old man.”"” For flve minutes T put all
my power of entreaty into my voice,
and praved the stowawsy to stick by
me; to swear that he came aboard of
his own volition. He promised to do so.
Then the mate came after him and
took him before the captain. During
this fifteen minutes of interview I
lived in an agony of torment and sus-
pense. The little fellow came back
with a smile on his face and. I knew
things were all right. He told ma that
the captain had shippad him at a
shilling a month for the passage. For
two days he was detailed to help me
in the galley, and I lived the 1life of a
prince. We nicknamed him *“Monday,”
the day that he came on hoard. His
real name was Charles Tasime Benn,

On the fourth day Monday, after
peeling a bucket of =puds, whie T was
reading and emolking, he threw down
his knife, and, with a cunning leer, In
a commanding tone told me to get
busy and ecomplete the task; that he
wished to rest. 1 started in to “bull-
doze" him, but he simply held his
hand in my direction, fingers extend-

ed, and in a mafestic voice informed
me:

*From now on, work for the Ameri-
can I will not. I tell Meester Captain
American Monday stowed away,
Meester American to preeson go tgur-
teen years British government. 1
nearly fainted. From that time Bill
and I were Monday's abject slaves. We
even waited on him personally. Any
article in my possession that Monday
desired was his for the asking. The
steward wormed the secret out of Mon-
day, and I was aiso his slave. Bill and
I spent a life of hell on board.

After getting Into the troples lime
juice was issued daily to the crew to
keep away acurvy. The food was hor-
rible. The pork was rotten; in fact,
on the head of ons of the salt pork
casks was stamped “Inspected 1883."
The crew were on the verge of mu-
tiny.

Then we reached the eastern entrancas
of the straits and it was biustery and
cold. The captain attempted to nego-
tiate the straits one bright moonlight
night. After about three hours the
moon disappeared and we went on the
rocks, knocking a big hole in the side
of the ship, and only quick and efficlent
us from sinking. They dropped a huge
aail over the side, covering the hole.
work by the carpenter and crew saved
The boats were put over the side and
we expected the ship every minute to
founder. Next day we were towed Into
Punta Arenas, and after two weeks
the ghip was again made seaworthy.

*
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At Talecahuana we shipped twenty-
eight Bpanlards, or “hombres,” as we
called them, to work the cargo. This
doubled my work, and I prayed that I
would dle. It was nothing but misery
to me. I must have peeled-eleven mil-
lion barrels of spuds; In fact T never
turned in before six bells at night and
had to turn out at six belis in the
morning.

After touching at thirteen ports on
the west coast, discharging our cargo,
we left for a little island called Lobas,
where we were to take on a cargo of
guano. While working this cargo it
was misery for every one on board;
the strong ammonia from the guano
mads our eyes red and watery, and we
could only breathe by wrapping blg
handkerchiefs around our noses and
mouth. The wind was con:‘tanﬂy
blowing and guano was even in our
food.

Then, coming back, we touched at
Valparaiso, Chile. To me death seemed
easier than the homeward-bound voy-
age, so one night Bill and T slid down
the anchor chaln and swam to 2
“humbost” lying near us. We gave the
Chileno $4 to row us ashore. He did
g0. Dripping wet we crawled up onio
the stone quay and made tracks for the
town. We found that the dock was
inclosed by =& tall iron fenca. At the
gate were two customs officers, who
immediately put us under arrest. Blll
and T hed 32? in gold between us, and,
as is usual in South America, It was 2
simple matter to bribe the customs oi-
ficials to let us through. This cost us
half of ocur fortune, but we did not
cars. Freedom was worth ail of it.

We were well into the toilt;nldand
feeling secure when we were he up
by = Chilean genderme, who lookm.z
like & walking arsenal. This cost us §2
more for our fresdom. He left us in =
hurry and went around the block. We
liald walked about flve minutes when,
bang: another gendarme. Thils cost us
24 After leaving him we were more
cantious, hiding our remaining money
in my shoe. Again we were arrested.
We said we had no mdney, and were
haled into the presence of the "COIE—
mandants: ‘of -police.”™- He had 178
medals on his chest and 4,000 yards of
gold braid on his collar and cuffs. He
had us searched, but did not find the
money. Very much disappointed, in
broken English he informed us that
our ship was to sail at 4 o'clock the
next morning, and that if he found us
in Valparaiso we would be sent to the
mines.

Shivering and trembling we wended
our way back to the dock and hunted
around for & boatman. Bribing him
with our remaining money he at last
brought us alongside, just before the
gangplank was lifted. The black smoke
was pouring from the single funnel of
the Cushko. Then we went before the
captain, and e “logged” us £10 ($30)
each.

On our homeward-bound passage we
went around the Horn and ran into a
gale. The bos'n mutinied. Old “One-
eyed Gibson” came behind him and
laid him low with & marlinspike. Then,
carrying him amidships, he chained
him to the iron steps leading io the
bridge. He remained this way for =
day and a half, exposed to cold and
fcy wind. Strict orders were passed
through the ship that no one was to
approach him. That night, under cover
of darkness, Biil and 1 sneaked him a
steaming pot of stew, and some hot
coffes. If he had lived, we would,
through this one action, have gained a
true friend for life. From exposure he
contracted pneumonia and died. He
was burled at sea. The carpenter sew-
ed him in a sack, and tying an old iron
wheel to his feet, placed him on =a
plank, and while the captain read a
rough burial service the plank was
tilted, and the body of the bos'n went
down to rest in Davy Jones' locker.

£
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The first port we touched at the
consul's flag was holsted at the fore-
mast, and 2 bleary-eyed, half-drunken
little old man came on board and was
closeted with the captain for about an
hour. When he came out he was stag-
gering, and his eyes, if poasible, were
more bleary. The captain lined the

By Sergt. Arthur
:: Guy Empey

crew up, and the consul, in & thick and
stuttering volce, asked the crew if the
bos'n had died from mnatural causes.
Ninety per cent of the men could mot
understand what he sald, and a silence
prevalled. At sea sllence means con-
sent. I butted in and sald “No.” I was
standing next to the mate. 1 felt that
gorillalike hand of his pinching the
back of my neck, and I nearly fainted.
Then the conzul went over the side
into his boat, and was soon pulling for
the shore. We lifted anchor and the
port was left behind.

Half way up the coast we ran out
of fresh water and had to drink con=
densed water from an old squeaky con=-
densing engine. It was brackish and
sickening. 1 would have sold my soul
for one drink of clear, cold water.

Monday became tyrannical and un<
bearable, and it was up to Bill and me
to devise some scheme to keep him
check.

Through listening to Monday's
storles, I knew that he was very su-
perstitious and belleved in magie, of
“zobl.” as he called it

Bill told him that my father in Amers
fea was a great medicine man and that
1 was gifted with magic.

While ‘loading guano at Lobas, the
fourth engineer had gone on a shoot-
ing trip and killed several huge pell=
He skinned these and gave me

cans.
one of the skins. Bill and I worked &
scheme. That morning a little black

bird fell on the deck, and I picked it
up and took it to my glory hole. It
was in a dving condition. I teld Bfll
that that night, sbout 10 o'clock, I
would go aft on the poop deck with
the pelican’s skin down my back, and,
with my face smeared with bladk,
would do a mystic dance. He was to
take Monday and hide behind the ven-
tilator. and while I was doing my war
dance he would explain to Monday that
1 was in communication with my
father, the great American medicine
man.

He did this, and it make quite a hit.
The next morning Monday came to me,
and, bowing low, requested a token, as
he called It; a message from my father.
1 promised to glve him one, but we
were sure up against it. Then I
thought of the little black bird in my
glory hole, and the solution was at
hand. I very solemnly informed Mon-
day that at 8 o'clock that night my
father would send a message to me in
the form of a little land bird. All day
Monday kept away from me, adoration
and awe in his eyves. Bill and I imme-
diately repaired to the glory hole, and

certainly fonk tender care of that bird,
praying that it would live untll &
o’clock.

About ten minutes to § 1 put em

my feathers and sneaked aft with the

little bird, placed it ‘on the =

gear and commenced my mystic
I chanted a little song: *“Oh, Father,
greatest of medicine men, & token is
desired for the esteemed friend of your
son. Oh, Fathr, send me this token.™
Then, with a few mystic grunts, T be-
seeched Bill and Monday to come and
receive the token. Monday came trems=
bling aft and T polinted to the little
black bird which was weakly gasplng
fts last, but it saved the day for wus
How we honored and r that
little bunch of black feathers. Curieus
to see what Monday would do, we left
him. He sst by the bird for over an
hour, chanting in that weird, sing-song
patoiz of the British West Indies. From
that time on Mondey was our slave.
- 1
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Two days before reaching St Lucls,
the captain sent for us, and said that
he knew that Bill and I had stowed
away MdAday. We, like a couple eof
fish, feil for this and admitted it,
whereupon the captain coolly informed
¥5 that we had forfeited all pay allow-
ances due us for the entire voyage. The
joke of it was that, under the board eof
trade laws, the Cushko had to go twe

hundred miles out of her way to get 1o
3t. Lucia and put Monday ashore.

We dressed him in a long pair of
white pants; the carpenter gave him
a red vest; Bill placed a derby hat on
his head and he went ashore in a small
boat. When the boat returned we lifted
anchor, and as St. Lucia again faded
into the di:;ltnnca we {::uldd lio:‘ull-
tary little figure on e doc
his white pants around his head.
had removed them upon reaching port.
We felt a pang of regret ag he faded
out of sight

After an uneventful trip we went
into guaraniine in New TYork =~
At the first sight of the Statue of Lib-
erty a rush of independence and pa-
triotism svrged through me, and I sat
down on the hatchway and absolutely
refused to work. The captain threate
ened to put me in double irons. 1 told
Liim to go to hell, and do it; that 1 wamn
a fres American in a free Am
port, and I eclalmed the protection of
the Stars and Stripes, and In accord-
ance with my rights as a sallor, I de=
manded the consul's flag to be holsted
at the foremast. The captain gave me
& hard look, but wilted.

The next afternoon at § bells I
landed in New York, free again. I was
dressed in a palr of blue overalls,
footed, a hat on my
black as & negro from sunburm, a
handkerchief around my neck, and
wearing a white neglige shirt. On
left shoulder I had a small monkey
in my right hand a wooden cage with a
parrot in it. In m pocket was $8.40 In
sllver, but I did not care. I was again
on terra firma with the Stars and
Stripes floating above me.

I recelved & wonderful welcome at
home, and was of the opinion that the
hardships of my cruise were well worth
enduring, in view of the reception I
was receiving.

But, of course, all wonders die out
in nine days, and mine sizzled out llke
& wet firecracker on the Fourth of July,
and it was up to me to get busy ln‘
find something to do. ;

This ended my first real adventure.
(Coprrigat, 1917, by the MeClure Newspaper

Syndicate.)

Care for Civiliéns in Time of War

nortirwresiorn iSeartici—F, P. Foisle,
formerly  superinteudent  of the Cambridge
Settlement House a: Cambridge, Mass., recently
atinched fo the national headguarters of the
Red Cross; Pacific division (San Francisce) —
[ G Connor, an anthority oo civillan relief
along the Mexican border, and for three Tears
axslstant director of ihe el Cross depertment
of chapters: wvorthern division (Minneapoliyi-—
Frank J. Rruno, who has had wide experience in

tive administration of social work in New York
clty, apolls and Colorade Bpriues, Col.:
ceutral sion  (Chicagn)—T. J. Ed@unds ix

from Cincinuati, where he has been a leadesr
in mocial work. e had important assignments
for the Red Cross In directing emergency rellef
in the wake of sixty-three disasters, twostly

eyclones. which visited the middle west for a
Lrief period Legloning Msreh 11 lust.
»

That the need of such work as is Le-
ing rendered by the home service sections
throughout the United States 1= impera-
tive, was emphasized by Mr. Persons,

who declared that despite the care used
to select men without dependents, there
will be many homes in which, except for
prompt, sympathetic and capable help,
suffering will result during e absenca
of“the men at the front or on the seas.
Familles which ordinarily would ke
hard put to it by an attack of sickness,
the sudden need for an operation, the loss
of a job, the advent of either birth or
death, now., without the judgment and
counsel of the man of the household, ara
unable. to cope with the difficulties heset-
ting them,” he sald. *“During the etress
of war, with its rising cost of food, Its
industrial changes, ita uncertainties in
tivin% conditiops, the home is handlcap-
ped by the withdrawal of the very per-
son upon whom at such a time it would
iie.i'np;.nd most for aid in solving its prob-
“Usually the man of the household has
neen accustomed to transact all of the
more important business of the home.
He it is whe knows what to do when the
AnGclgiEs  nalures, - when, the ipsurancs
pulicy expires, when il becomes necessary
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to move Inio anather nelghborhood, or
when the oldest boy Is gradusated from
school and needs to be started in the right
sort of jub. Without his advice the be-
wildered family makes mlstakes, and the
homea is faced with danger and disaster.

“Home gervicre is the work of helping
such families to solve the problems con-
fronting them. and of aiding them to
adapt themselves to the exigencies of
war times. It is a service which rea-
quires a general acqualintance with
economic and social conditions, a prac-
tical knowledge of soclal service work,
together with a sympathetic under-
standing of the needs of people and
zgreat delicacy In handling perplexing
and often difficult sitvations.

“And not only is such s service im-
portant because of the immediate wel-
fare of these familles, but because when
the soldiers and sailors return from the
war the families lntrosted to the care
of the Red Cress should be found to
have maintalinad, as Tar az it 1a hu-
man}y posaible, the essential atandards
of life. The men who are upholding
the Ideals of democracy across the
wrater must not return home to find that
thore they love have suffersd in con-
sequence of their patriotism and
loyality to their country.”

In no sense of the word ia this home
service work to be of an experimental
neture. Only qualified workers will be
intrusted with the task of, B
familles
ing may be in kesping with the par-
ticular nesds of the present situation
the Red Cross has already established
schools where accepted workers in the
service will receive a course of special
instruction. These are known as homs
service institutes, and consist of a six-
week training coure, occupying the
full time of the studenta

“Home service workers,"” explained
Mr. Persons, "“are ealled upon to he of
assistanes in ppecific ways ‘o’ thie Tam-
ilies of suldiers and sailors. Later they

wiil be calied upnn to sorve in egually
specific ways returned eoldlers who have
been crippled in action and for whom
definite programe of re-education and in-
dustrial readjustment will be necassary.
Work of this kind presents important
phases nnd requirce the sure touch of
the trained worker for itz successful ac-
complishment.

=
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“Thera are no fixed standards {hal can
be applied in determining the eligibility
of thosa who will undertae this work.
it demunds the utinost comnoln Sense,
Jacility In human relationship and a
willingniess to master the best ways of
rendering genuine human service. Itlis
not £ tesk for adventurers, pure senti-
mentalists, the idly curipus or those
whoee patriotism is emotional only. It
calis for both delicacy and intelligence.
With resources which at best are meager,
only those will be admitted to the Insti-
tutes who will profit by the training, al-
though no potentinlly succesaful home
service worker must be omitted.”

Just what the worker who under-
takes the task of caring for the
famllies .of soldiers and sailors may be
calied upon te do is a question too far-
reaching 'in its possibilities to answer.
But even of the well defined eventuali-
ties which are sure to confront her,
there are a score. It means more than
merely tlding a family over a time of
financial stress, of sending a doctor, or
securing legal help. It means & careful
watch over the health, mentally. moral-
ly and physically, of the children, of
keeping the mother of the lttle flock
well and sound. And it means, in par-
ticular, guarding against 2n increase
in tubereulesi= - - ‘ .

Tne expericuce of foreiga countriecs,

especially of France, in this war, in=
dieates the possible rapid epread of
this Aigease. It zlso means explainin
lessons to  children behind in  thel
classes, seeing that children in need
medical attention actually receive it,
even if it means that the home service
waorker accompany the child. It means
an ability to understand the child who
is just beginning to be wayward snd
disobedient, glving to both children and
grown-ups an opportunity for a good
time. not o8 war-tinie dependents, but
in their own natural way, of fModing
the right jobs for the boys, and
giving that sympathetlc encouragement
which comes from a friend with the
families, best interests at heart.

But to the same extent that the home
service worker's task Implies all this, it
zlsoentalls a similar number of “don'ts™
which unless rigorously adhered’'to will
precipitate many a chance for real help
into the abyvss ! fallure. For, as the
Red Cross points out., the worker must
not forget that the hopes and plans of the
family to be helped are more important
than any which the home service worker

migtit want in order to make her report
or her complete. The worker i
toid: *“‘Deon’'t overwhe people with

concern their
affairs of a family
Don't -fall to discover
immediate and urgent need of relief:
to make some Llemporary provision
sl.gjpl_vin‘ e P ’

, Just as the science of war has been
broughttothe biggest polnt,so,too, have
the myriad by-products of the great con-
flict. While

t
with any outsider.
whether L]

duty, but in a
them fulfill thalr dertinies—a
keep -saife” for the msen €t the front
dearest of all possessions—his hom=-
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